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Painful Inspiration 


Author's Notes: 
Eh, I'm still on the fence on weather | like this or not. Just a kind little bunny who cooperated and let me write 
this in like, 3 hours, so | decided it must be worth posting..any suggestions? 


Scott stared down aimlessly at the blank sheet of paper that sat on the table before him, tapping the pen he 
held against the surface, almost annoying himself with the incessant pattern. His eyes studied the little swirls 
of blue ink he had drawn around the edges, wondering why he couldn't get an actual word down onto the paper. 
So many images and emotions flooded his mind, but he just couldn't find a way to turn them into words, useful 


words, anyway. 


The lull he had been trapped in had gone way beyond frustrating; it had escalated to the point where Scott 
was almost beginning to think he had lost his edge. Sure, he'd been in this situation before, but he had never 
encountered a block this severe. At first, he just lacked inspiration for a week or so, but weeks turned into 
months, two long months he had gone, and everything he had written had been complete trash. At that point, 
it was worse then simply having no motivation, it had gotten to where he had to sit down and try and force 


himself to write something brilliant, but that just seemed to be making it all that much worse. 


He was so certain he was letting everyone down again, it made him feel so miserable. Sure, they had offered 
him nothing but encouragment and reassuring words, but Scott found it hard to believe any of it. They all told 
him that they all got blocked up sometimes, that'd he'd get over it, but it had been so long since he had been 


able to create anything worth spending time on, he was almost sure his gift had just gotten up and run away. 


At this point, he saw himself as a hindrance on the rest of the band. They had gone ahead and were coming up 
with really awesome riffs left and right, but they had not one lyric to try and write to. The thought of maybe 
having someone else write lyrics came to mind for a moment, but Scott knew he could never find it in himself 
to do that. So he tried pressing himself constantly, carrying around a notebook at all times in case something 
came to him, he couldn't lose it. But nothing came to him, not one word. Everything seemed to finally be right 


in his life, but now, he couldn't do what he loved most. 


Scott closed his eyes, throwing the pen down. He listened to it roll across the table, fall over the edge, but he 
didn't care enough to go and pick it up. He tried picturing things in his mind, trying to associate words to the 
images, but nothing worked. He let out a heavy sigh, slouching in his chair. He absently reached forward, placing 
his hand on the paper. He was ready to scrape it up and crumple it into a little ball, but he didn't; instead, he 
just sat, letting his thoughts take him deeper into one of the dark, secluded corners of his mind. 


He immediately thought of Duff, why, though, he wasn't sure. The picture was so crisp and fresh in his mind, 
those glittering emeralds of eyes, always with a few strands of that straw like hair hanging over them. He 

could even picture that ever-present, almost childish smirk that always graced his features. Scotts memory 
was so vivid, it was like the bassist was seated right next to him. He half-expected the scent of tobacco and 


cologne that always seemed to hang around him to fill his nostrils at any moment. 


Scott sighed again, imagining Duff sitting on the couch in the rehearsal room just down the hall, thumbing 
absentmindedly through one of the magazines that were always strewn about the coffee table. He never really 
seemed interested, just occupied. Scott always loved to watch him for a moment before making himself known, 
admiring the way Duff constantly seemed to be twirling some of that shiny hair around his finger whenever 
he thought he was alone. 


There was a certain feeling that seemed to overtake Scott every time he saw his bassist. Watching the way 
Duff went about things with a serene demeanor made him feel more at ease himself. There was a light that 
hung about him, it was such a beacon of hope whenever Scott had the slightest thought of giving up. Scott 
almost had a dependency on Duff, even though the latter had no idea He yearned for something more, but he 
almost couldn't believe it himself. It was more of a subconscious desire, only rearing its ugly head once in a 


while. 


Scott wanted more than to just admire Duff from afar, though. He had yearned for something more for so 
long. He knew that he could never have that, but it had yet to sink in He denied it every time he laid eyes on 
Duff, every time his eyes made their way up those long legs, every time his eyes met those gleaming emerald 


eyes. 


But Scott also remembered why he could never have what he wanted, just as vividly as he could always 


picture what he so desired.. 


It was just a regular, uneventful day. Scott's mind was particularly cloudy, so he decided to wander around the 
studio for a bit. The familiar sound of Slash's guitar that emanated from the rehearsal room vaguely caught 
his ear. Scott shrugged, figuring he could talk to the guitarist for a while, maybe get some of the inspiration 


his so craved. 


When he reached the door, he stopped. It was cracked open slightly, enough so that Scott could hear two soft 
voices talking just over the sweet song of the guitar. Slash and Duff? Though he was 100% sure that was who 
he heard, there was something in the back of his mind telling--screaming--at him not to go in But what 
reason could there possibly be? His hand on the door knob, he pushed forward slightly, just and inch or so, but 
enough that he could get a good look. Scott peered inside, not expecting to see anything but the two musicians 


talking, but what he saw came as a bitter surprise. 


The first half he expected, Slash seated at the end of the couch, trying to balance out comfort and the guitar 
that sat across his lap. His tanned hand moved across its neck nimbly, his fingers finding every string with 
ease as the other guided the pick down across the strings, producing a sweet melody that was oh-so-familiar, 
yet Scott had forgotten its name. He could hardly remember his own name, he just stared forward in a jealous 
awe, watching Duff, who was perched behind Slash on the arm of the worn-out couch, rained down gentle 


kisses upon the other man's neck. 


Scott wanted so desperately to burst in and stop it, maybe to convince himself that it was all just a terrible 
dream. Another side of him wanted just to shut the door silently, walk away, and pretend like he had never laid 
eyes on the sight before him. But another side--the one that controlled him--did nothing but stare on, choking 
back a gasp. 


He had never imagined this, never in his wildest dreams. At first he thought his eyes were deceiving him, but 
when he slowly came to the terms that everything he saw was real, he was flooded with a savage jealousy. He 
knew how wrong it was that he was jealous of Slash, he had helped pull him out of the dark spiral of drugs 
that almost took his life. But there he was, right in the place he wished he could be. 


Scott watched vacantly as Duff slid one arm around Slash's torso, his other hand slowly working its way out 
of the guitarist's wild curls. 


"God, | love it when you play like that." the blonde whispered huskily into the other's ear, a sensual undertone 
showing through in the way he spoke. One of those familiar grins slowly grew on Slash's face, the notes he 


played becoming random, yet still melodic. 


"Well, why do you think | do?" he replied matter-of-factly, a mischievous glint in his eye. Scott would've given 
anything to have been able to find the strength to just go, but he couldn't help himself, the desire to be in 
Slash's place was too strong. He watched a small smirk make its way onto Duff's lips, a small chuckle leaving 


his throat. 


"Mmmm..." he purred, leaving another pair of kisses on his neck, "I love you... 


Scott couldn't remember anything after that. He knew at some point, he found a new place to wander to. He 
vaguely remembered going home, quickly slipping back into the routine of trying to write. But he felt so numb, 
he couldn't even come to terms with the fact that Duff was already taken. He felt so helpless, so jealous of 
Slash. But how could he only blame him? It was Duff that had uttered those three little words that seemed to 
dig into his heart like a knife. The energy that radiated from them was almost palpable. He could easily see the 
bond between them, forged over God knows how long. He could never win. He would simply have to settle for 
admiring Duff from afar, just as he had all along. 


Scott hadn't even noticed the burning feel of tears welled up in his eyes. He just repeated it in his mind, over 
and over, he could never have Duff the way he wanted. He tried his hardest not to let any of them fall. He 
didn't want his pain to show, even if he was alone. Scott almost thought that he could trick himself into 


believing that it was all a dream anyway, but deep down, he knew that could never happen. 


He bit his lip, leaning down under the table and scrambling for his pen. He had finally found his inspiration he so 
longed for, even if finding it meant losing the only other thing he yearned for... 


